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LXXIL

PARIS, Thursday night^ August 2, 1843.
How ingenious you are in taking enchant-
ment from others and from yourself. I say
enchantment, perhaps wrongly, for I do not
think that marmots have any. You were one
of these pretty animals before Brahma sent
your soul into a woman's body. In truth,
you wake up sometimes, and, as you say
yourself, to quarrel. Be good and graceful
as you know how to be. In spite of my bad
humor, I prefer to see you with your grand,
indifferent airs, rather than not see you at
all. Good-by.

LXXIII.

PARIS, August 5, 1843.

I WAS waiting for a letter from you with
great impatience, and the more time it took
to come, the more I expected evidences of
second movements and their ugly conse-
quences. As I was prepared for all sorts of
insults from you, your letter seemed better. God
